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Joe attempted to hide from the glare of the mid-morning sun that streamed into the room, his chin 
encountering a soft, coconut-scented cloud even as he registered the warm weight on his shoulder and chest, 
and that the light was coming in at the wrong angle. He froze for a long moment, mostly out of deference to 
the throbbing in his temples as memories of the previous evening came flooding back. Drinking to celebrate 
finishing the recording of their second album, playing Truth or Dare. Rick laughing his arse off while daring Sav 
to kiss him. Agreeing to the kiss and melting into it, then letting Sav pull him back to his room, where they 


explored one another's bodies to their mutual pleasure. 


Okay, well, that explained the odd angle of the light, at least. He'd obviously slept in Sav's room, which mirrored 
his own, so that the bed in here sat in the light in the morning rather than in the evening. He smiled, kissing 
the top of Sav's head, not at all unhappy with how the previous night had played out. 


Sav stirred, nuzzling closer before opening his big blue eyes, blinking up at Joe in sleepy confusion. "It wasn't a 
dream?" he asked, his voice soft and uncertain. 


"If it is a dream, | don't want to wake up," Joe murmured, wrapping his arms around the smaller man. "I stand 


by what | said last night.. | want to make a go of.. of us. Even if | still don't know whether to thank Rick or kill 


him." 
Sav chuckled warmly. "We probably shouldn't kill him, it would take too bloody long to find another drummer 


and us supposed to be touring the US in a couple of months. But we can certainly make him crazy with 
wondering what we're gonna do to him." 


"| like how you think," Joe said with a chuckle of his own, leaning in to steal a soft kiss. "How bad is your head 


this morning?" 


"Not very," Sav said. "We probably should get up, though, make sure everyone else survived our little party.’ 
He stole another kiss before sitting up and grabbing his football shorts from where they'd landed on the floor 
the previous night. He grabbed Joe's as well, handing them to the singer and then pulling his own on. Once Joe 


made himself decent, he reached out and entwined their fingers. 


Joe looked down at their hands with a smile, took a deep breath, and opened the door. They stepped into the 
hallway, still holding hands, and leaned against the wall by the closed door to the loo before they noticed Rick 
watching them and blushed. 


The young drummer couldn't help but grin at seeing Joe and Sav leaving Sav's room together to queue up for 
the loo, blushing when they realised he saw them. Rick chuckled and asked, "So, is this sight gonna be a regular 


thing from now on?" His grin only widened when Joe's blush deepened and the singer flipped him off. 


"Smatter of fact, it probably will be," Sav said casually. "We still haven't decided whether to thank you or kill 
you or both, mind” 


"Well, I'm chuffed for you both, seriously. And remember, if you kill me, you'll have to break in a new 
drummer, and we're supposed to be on the road soon" Rick told them. He laughed and headed for the kitchen 
as the door to the loo opened and Steve exited. 


The blond guitarist just gave them a nod and a smile as he passed them. "Morning," he said casually. 


"Morning, Steve," Joe said, returning the smile and nod as he nudged Sav to take first turn in the loo. "Rick tell 
you what you missed last night?" 


"Yeah," Steve said. "Guess | wasn't going mad, thinking | saw you watching Sav a bit more closely than might be 


expected of simple mates." 


Joe blinked. He thought he'd been more careful than that. "Oh... uh..." 


Steve smiled. "Relax, mate. Just means there's three of us now. For what its worth, | think you'll make a good 
couple." He sauntered off to toss his shaving kit into his room and then headed for the kitchen as Sav exited 


the loo. 


Joe headed in for his turn and gave a quick grin to his boyfriend. "Rick told Steve, Steve approves," he said just 


before closing the door. 


Sav laughed. "Right, I'll just go get clothes on, then," he said, and proceeded to do just that. A few minutes 
later, Joe left the loo and popped into his own room to dress, then he slung his arm over Sav's shoulder as 


they made their way into the kitchen, drawn by the tantalising aroma of bacon 


"God, can't you blokes be quieter?" Pete groaned from behind them, obviously dealing with a far worse 
hangover than the rest of them. He shoved past, barely giving a grunt of greeting to Rick and Steve, who were 
plating bacon butties and pouring tea respectively. Paying no attention to the food or tea, he grabbed a bottle 
of beer, and shuffled back out again. A moment later, they heard a door slam shut. 


Joe looked at Sav with a sigh. "Good thing they don't need us back in studio today," he said. "l'm the last bloke 
to say anyone shouldn't have a beer or three, but he keeps that up, it's gonna start affecting his playing." 


"We'll talk to him later," Sav said. "Also, whichever of you had the idea to make bacon butties, thanks! 
Especially since Pete's obviously not eating, leaves more for the rest of us." He took a sandwich from one 
plate, putting the two halves of it on two of the other plates, and he and Joe grabbed them along with two 
mugs of tea They just glanced at each other before heading back to Sav's room once more. 


Nudging the door closed with his foot, Joe smiled. "I'm glad we've got a couple days here still, just in case they 
need us to re-do anything before they start the mixing." He sat on the bed with his plate in his lap and set his 
mug of tea on the windowsill. "Sav? | know this is probably going to sound really stupid, but, uh, how.. how 
experienced are you with a bloke?" He blushed and admitted, "I hate feeling like | dunno what I'm doing, but 
truth is, | don't” He tried to hide his embarrassment by concentrating on his food. 


‘Ive traded blow jobs with a bloke," Sav told him around a mouthful of bacon butty. "Like, twice. And before 
you ask, neither one of us knew what we were doing. Try not to worry so much about getting things perfect, 
yeah? Its not a competition It's about doing what feels good, y'know?" He leaned in to steal a kiss, careful not 
to spill their plates. "And that's as far as I've ever gone with a bloke, so | don't have that much more 


experience than you do." 


"I know | shouldn't be so worried about it," Joe said. "I just.. dunno, maybe it's that I've got so used to being 
the front man? Gotta be in charge, gotta be the one who knows what he's doing all the time, y'know? Not 
allowed to be anything but perfect." 


Sav reached over to squeeze Joe's shoulder lightly. "| never thought about how that must get to you after a 


while," he admitted. "| mean, yeah, | do a lot of interviews with you and all since I'm not so shy as Steve and 


not so likely to put my foot in it as Pete, but l'm still just the bassist, and everyone knows bassists are bloody 
well invisible most of the time." 


"You're never invisible," Joe said with a smile. "You're bloody gorgeous." He lifted a hand to tuck a stray curl 
behind Sav's ear. "Steve mentioned he noticed me watching you sometimes. | gotta admit, I've been looking at 
you for years. | didn't.. when | first realised | was attracted to you, | didn't know you, erm, considered blokes 
an option, so | just.. tried not to think about it, y'know? And by the time you made mention that you do 
consider blokes an option, we'd been mates for how long? So | didn't know how to tell you | was attracted, 


without making things weird. Didn't wanna lose you as a mate, y'know?" 


"Then maybe we should thank Rick," Sav chuckled. "Since you never mentioned that you might consider blokes 
an option, | never would have admitted that I've been watching you for years. Because | didn't wanna lose you 


as a mate, of course." 


Joe laughed. "Guess | should've at least admitted | considered blokes an option when you and Steve did," he said 
ruefully. "Hope Steve don't mind rooming with Pete once we're on the road, at least until Rick's birthday. | know 
Mr. Allen don't like life on the road and plans to go home as soon as the kid's eighteen, so then the three of 


them can rotate and get a room to themselves every couple of days." 


"Now | bloody well can't wait until we're on the road," Sav said with a soft smile. "H's gonna be bloody difficult 


to find anywhere to be alone with you once we go back to Sheffield tomorrow." 


"Maybe we should take advantage of the chance to be alone today?" Joe suggested, moving their now-empty 
plates and mugs to the floor. 


"| think that's a wonderful idea," Sav purred, leaning in for a kiss. 


The new couple didn't emerge until quite late that afternoon, to grins from Steve and Rick and rolled eyes from 
Pete. Back in Sheffield, they fell into the habit of meeting up at their rehearsal space a couple of hours early, 
to manage a bit of alone time before the rest of the band showed up each day. Still, they were grateful when 
the tour started, as they knew they'd be rooming together any night they were in a hotel. 


FEKE 


On Halloween, in Seattle, several weeks into the tour, when the band had a few hours to kill between 
soundcheck and showtime, Joe pulled on a hat and sunglasses, then slipped away from the others. They would 
have a few days off after tonight's show, and he had every intention of taking advantage of the chance to 
spend time with his boyfriend, without needing to rush off to deal with any of the obligations that went along 


with being in a band on tour. 


Sure, the band did have a nice dinner planned to celebrate Rick's birthday tomorrow, but that was just going to 
be a casual outing with the blokes, not an interview or an autograph session or anything else that meant 


putting on their public personas and smiling for cameras. And that reminded him, he needed to stop at an art 


supply shop to pick up a gift for the young drummer - especially as that was his excuse for going out by 
himself. 


He paused at several phone booths until he found one that still had a phone book in readable condition inside, 
and looked up a few names and addresses of art supply shops as well as of the sort of specialty shops that 
were his real reason for going out alone. He wanted to surprise his boyfriend with a romantic evening together 
after the show tonight. Luckily one of the art supply shops was fairly close to the other shops, so Joe 
managed to do all his shopping and get back to the verue in plenty of time to prepare for the nights show. 


Half the audience turned up in costume for Halloween, and Rick got in on the silliness, pulling on a gorilla mask 
and jumping out from behind his kit to playfully make a nuisance of himself in between songs. He started by 
picking up Pete, the smallest member of the band, and setting him on top of one of the stacks. Joe sighed 
when Pete scowled; Rick had warned them that morning that he planned on some shenanigans for the holiday, 
since it was one the Yanks went all out for, and sure enough, the audience found it hilarious. He just hoped he 


and Sav wouldn't have to spend the whole evening after the show dealing with Pete in a strop. 


After that, Rick grabbed a scarf and tied his and Sav's wrists together, which Joe didn't mind at all. He and his 
boyfriend played up to the drummer's antics, pretending they couldn't get themselves untied and even going 
through one song with him on his knees beside the bassist, his right hand still tied to Sav's left. Fortunately, 
Rick pulled that particular stunt just before Mirror Mirror, which had one of the less-complex bass lines. Rick 
then capped his performance by pretending to become lovestruck by Steve, first melodramatically clasping his 
hands over his heart and then walking over to the blond guitarist and petting his hair and giving him a hug to 


more laughter from the audience. 


Fortunately for everyone's sanity, Pete struck up a conversation with a pretty redhead after the show and 
left the venue with her before the headliners were done for the night, while the rest of them were still in the 
showers. Since they did have a three-day break, the tour manager didn’t get into a strop over his disappearing 
act either. As it turned out, they arrived back at the motel for Steve to find the "go away, | have company" 
signal on the door of the room he shared with his fellow guitarist, so Joe invited Steve to come have a few 
drinks with himself and Sav before checking the room once more. Pete's guest had vanished by then, so Joe 
and Sav headed for their room as Steve bid them goodnight. 


"Alone at last," Sav quipped as they entered the room. 


Joe laughed and pulled his boyfriend in for a kiss. "Mm. I've been wanting to do that all bloody day." He reached 
behind Sav to put the chain lock on the door. "Thank God Pete hooked up with that groupie so we didn't have to 
deal with him tonight." 


"A-bloody-men!" Sav agreed wholeheartedly. "Especially after what Rick did to us, and the way we went along 
with it," he chuckled. "Do you have any idea how hot you looked, on your knees beside me like that?" He leaned 


in to kiss Joe again, pressing close to his boyfriend with a soft sound of desire. 


Joe purred into that kiss, savouring the taste of beer and his boyfriend. "I thought you looked hot as well, 


standing over me like that," he murmured. "But more than that, | love you, Rick Savage." 
"Oh, Joe," Sav's breath caught. He hadn't expected to hear that, not this soon, anyway. "| love you, too." 


"Go into the loo for a moment, yeah?" Joe requested. "I, erm, wanted to.. well, | wanted to surprise you with 


something special tonight but | kinda need to set up part of the surprise." 


Sav lifted a hand to caress Joe's cheek "You already surprised me with something special, you daft idiot," he 
said affectionately. "Or didn't you think I'd care about what you just said? But yeah, if you want me to, I'll go 
hide and let you set up whatever it is you've got in mind" He gave his boyfriend another soft kiss before 
heading into the loo. 


Joe pulled out a six-pack from a local small brewery, that supposedly was something close to an English bitter, 
and a smallish bag of a snack called pork rinds, which appeared to be something similar to the pub snack known 
as pork scratchings back home. He hoped it was, as pork scratchings were Sav's favourite. Joe also set a 
bottle of personal lubricant on the nightstand between the beds, along with a bottle of massage oil. Feeling a 
little foolish, he placed a single red rose on the bed and turned off all but one small light, leaving a soft glow 


filling the room. "Okay, Sav, you can come out now," he called. 


Sav stepped out and halted in astonishment. "Bloody hell, you weren't talking bollocks when you said you had a 
surprise," he said softly, reaching out and picking up the rose. "This is.. | don't even know what to say. Thank 
you." He grinned a little and added, "Ill probably get a lot of stick if the rest of the blokes see this, but I'm 
gonna dry it and keep it. Never thought anyone would get me a flower, y'know? | love it" Sav learned in and 


kissed his boyfriend softly. 
‘lm glad," Joe said, blushing. "I got it, and then worried that you'd laugh.” 


"Never," Sav told him, running gentle fingers through his hair. "I'd never laugh at you for doing something 
sweet like this, Joe." 


Joe's blush deepened. "Good. | just... it sounds stupid, but | wanted tonight to be special, y'know? Since we don't 
have to get up early for a change. Figured maybe I'd try giving you a massage if you want.. and also.." He 
grabbed the bottle of lube from the nightstand and handed it to his boyfriend, then took a deep breath. "I 


wanna use this tonight, too. Your choice of, erm, direction" 


Sav's eyes widened even as his body reacted with immediate approval of his boyfriend's request. "Are you 
sure?" he asked. "I've dreamed about this ever since we got together." 


‘lm sure," Joe said, lifting a hand to caress his boyfriend's face. "| went to a.. a specialty shop for the lube 
and, erm, asked if there was anything | should know about how to best use it. | expect the shop assistants had 


a good laugh once | left, but the one ringing me up did offer some advice." 


"Yeah? What was that advice?" Sav asked, honestly curious. He knew lube of some sort would be required, but 
he hadn't thought to look into the actual mechanics of sex with another man. If he'd thought about it at all, 
he'd rather assumed they'd simply fumble about and figure things out as they went along. 


"Lots of lube, and fingers first," Joe said. "He said the muscle will loosen up and stretch, but trying to, erm, 
put too much in too quickly will hurt. Not like the slight burn he said will almost always happen at first, but 
real pain. Whoever is on the giving end should start slowly, but once three fingers are in, that's usually the 
point at which the one on the receiving end would be ready for actual fucking." He smiled that sideways smile 
of his, blushing again and ducking his head almost shyly as he said, "He also said it might be best for our first 
time to be our, erm, second round of the night, and | quote, so the party don't end before it's barely 

started" 


"Bloke's got a point there," Sav said with a warm chuckle. "Especially at our ages. So, | think you said something 
about giving me a massage? | rather like the thought of your hands all over me, and we can figure out the 


rest as we go along.” 
Joe smiled and stole a tender kiss before pulling back to strip. "Get undressed then, love, and get on the bed" 


Sav complied with a grin, carefully arranging himself face down with his head pillowed on his arms. "This work 
for you?" he asked. 


"Perfect," Joe replied, pouring a little of the massage oil into his hands before starting to work on his 
boyfriend's shoulders. He smiled as Sav purred, his face taking on a look of bliss as Joe carefully worked out 
every knot he felt. Moving lower, he caressed the twin globes of his boyfriend's arse and down his legs before 


sitting back. "Roll over, love," he murmured. 


"You have amazing hands," Sav said with a smile as he flipped to his back. "I didn't realise how tense | was until 


you went to work on my back" 

‘Glad | got it right, then," Joe said with a grin "Any other.. tension.. | can help you with?" 

"Tease," Sav said with a warm chuckle. "Do with me what you will” 

Joe purred and ran his hands up his boyfriend's thighs and over his hips before ducking his head to lick up the 
underside of Sav's erection At the smaller man's moan, he slowly sucked the shaft fully into his mouth, his 


hands caressing his boyfriend's inner thighs and teasing lightly at his balls and the soft skin behind them. 


Sav moaned, his hands sinking into Joe's hair as he arched up into the warmth of his boyfriend's mouth. 


"Mmm... gonna kill me with pleasure..." 


"Uh-uh," Joe said, pulling back long enough to answer and then giving little ice cream cone licks to Sav's shaft 
in between his words. "Love you too much to kill you." He purred as he once again took his boyfriend fully into 
his mouth. 


"Love you too," Sav murmured, then gasped as Joe's mouth engulfed him once more. "Oh, God, Joe, so good," he 
moaned. He twisted around so he could reach his boyfriend, stroking his shaft with a little twist of his hand 
that he knew the singer loved. 


Joe moaned, sucking harder as the bassist's talented fingers caressed his length, feeling his own climax building 
with each stroke. He used his tongue to trace the vein on the underside of Sav's shaft, feeling the smaller 
man's hips bucking up, and purred. Sav cried out softly, his hand reflexively tightening around Joe as he came 


hard. 
"Mmm," Joe purred, swallowing the salty liquid and cleaning his boyfriend with his tongue. "You taste so good... 


He gasped as Sav pushed him back and lapped up the pre-come pearled at the tip of his shaft. "So do you," Sav 


murmured. "Come for me, love." He couldn't take Joe's full length into his mouth, so he used his hand as well. 


"So close.. God, Sav.." Joe gasped out, feeling the heat of his boyfriend's mouth and sinking his hands into Sav's 
wild curls as he climaxed with a moan. The bassist purred as he licked up any remaining drops and then slid up 


to snuggle against Joe's shoulder. "You're bloody incredible, love," he murmured. 
"Incredibly lucky," Joe murmured in return. "You could have had anyone, yet you chose me." 
Sav blushed. "Flatterer" he mumbled. 


"Truth," Joe insisted, nuzzling the smaller man's neck. Sitting up, he grabbed a bottle of the beer and opened it, 
offering it to Sav, who accepted it and took a swig. 


"Bloody hell, this stuffs brilliant!" Sav said with a grin. "I didn't think the Americans knew how to make proper 
beer. All we ever see at the venues is that pisswater they call Budweiser." He handed the bottle to Joe, who 


smiled as he also took a sip. 


‘Its from some local brewery,’ Joe told his boyfriend "We'll have to go out and lay in a stock to take with us 
before we leave Seattle. Might be a thing we can do tomorrow, before we meet up with the blokes for Rick's 
birthday dinner." He grabbed the bag of pork rinds and said, "I think | might've found the American version of 


pork scratchings for you, too." 


Sav blushed, smiling softly as he leaned over to give Joe a kiss. "You're bloody determined to spoil me tonight, 


aren't you?" 


"Just making sure you know how glad | am you're mine," Joe said softly. "Reminding you that you're never 
invisible to me, even though the bloody press wants to ignore you half the time when we're being interviewed 
together. | started paying more attention to that after you mentioned it that time and | don't half like it. Too 


bloody many interviewers act like I'm the only one who counts for anything and the rest of you are just there 


to make me look good. Do me a favour, promise you'll give me a swift kick in the arse if | ever start acting like 
| believe them." 


"| promise, although | don't think I'll ever have to," Sav said. "I've noticed you try to make sure | don't get 
completely ignored by the press - that you'll make a point of directing their attention to me when they start 
to focus only on you." He opened the bag of pork rinds and sampled one. "Mm, these aren't bad. Not so 
crunchy as proper scratchings, but good flavour. Might have to pick up more of these to take with us as 


well” 

"We can do that," Joe agreed, sampling the pork rinds as well 

Sav set the bag aside and smiled. "tm not really hungry right now, though. Not for food, anyway” 
Joe chuckled warmly. "Yeah? What are you hungry for, then?" 


"You," Sav said, his voice rough with desire. "Just you." He paused and asked, "Did you mean it, when you said 


you were all right with being on the, erm, receiving end?" 


"Yeah, | meant it," Joe said, reaching out to caress Sav's cheek. "I want to try both ways eventually, mind, but 
it don't matter when we get to it. For right now, | said it was your choice, so if you want to be on the giving 

side, | like that idea just fine." He grinned a bit and added, "I figure the receiving side must feel just as good as 
the giving side or no one would be willing to do it, after all. And | trust you.. trust that you'll stop if | ask you 


to for any reason" He leaned in and licked his boyfriend's ear, whispering, "| want you to fuck me, love." 


Sav's eyes darkened as his breath hitched. "God, Joe," he breathed, his cock hardening almost comically quickly 
at his boyfriend's words. He reached for the lube, flipping the top and only realising when nothing came out 
that there was a safety seal under the cap. He chuckled and fumbled a bit, getting the cap off and removing 
the seal before getting to the serious business of coating his fingers before gently teasing at Joe's tight 


pucker. 


Joe gave a soft sound of pleasure at that first tentative touch, then another when Sav leaned in to kiss him 
deeply. One hand lifted to card through coconut-scented curls, while the other reached down to grab the back 
of his own knee, pulling his leg back to more readily expose himself to his boyfriend's touch. 


Sav pulled back from the kiss, trailing his free hand down over Joe's chest and stomach before grasping his 
erection a little awkwardly, usually he used his other hand to caress his boyfriend, but right now, he had that 
hand poised to enter Joe. "You're sure?" he asked softly, concern warring with lust in his big blue eyes. 


"Very sure," Joe replied. "| want this - | want you, love." 


Sav grinned a little. "I guess | never thought you'd want to be on that end of things," he admitted, adding a 
little more lube to his finger and slowly, gently breaching that tight ring of muscle. "How's that, love?" 


"Odd, but not bad," Joe said truthfully. "Move your finger about, that's supposed to help relax the muscle. He 
purred softly as Sav did just that, enjoying the penetration but also basking in the loving attention his 
boyfriend lavished on him. And then he gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily as Sav's finger brushed against 
something that caused a bolt of pleasure to shoot straight to his cock. "Bloody hell, do that again!" 


For a second, Sav thought he'd hurt his boyfriend by accident, but Joe's words quickly dispelled that fear. "Not 
sure what | did," he admitted, "but Ill try to do it again" He watched in fascination as Joe thrust eagerly on 
his finger. "God, you look so hot," he murmured. "You feel amazing, too. Ready to try a second finger?" 


"Yeah... do it," Joe moaned, writhing in an effort to get that something touched again. He did hiss a little when 
Sav worked a second finger in, feeling the burn the shop clerk had mentioned but forgetting about it as soon 
as his boyfriend's fingers hit that place once more. He moaned softly, thrusting his hips up to encourage the 
bassist to keep moving. 


"You okay?" Sav asked, stopping when Joe hissed. But the singer just nodded and thrust his hips once more, 
moaning softly. Sav purred and leaned down to give a few teasing licks to his boyfriend's erection as he worked 
his fingers within the singer's tight passage. "You feel so good on my hand.. gonna feel even better on my 


cock," he murmured between licks. 


Between his boyfriend's words and both of Sav's fingers rubbing that place inside of him, for a moment Joe 
thought he was going to come right then. "Oh God," he panted out. "More... need you... please...” 


Sav drew in a shaky breath, trying to calm down a little as he added a third finger while watching Joe 
carefully for signs of distress. But this time, his boyfriend didn't flinch, or even seem to notice the third 
finger entering his body. Feeling his own cock twitching impatiently, Sav tore open a condom packet with his 
teeth and managed to roll it with just his left hand. "Last chance to change your mind," he said softly, nuzzling 


at Joe's neck. 


"Fuck me, love," Joe murmured back. "Make me feel how much you want me." He lifted his hand to tug his 


boyfriend closer, kissing him deeply. 


Sav purred into that kiss, pulling back slowly to coat his condom-clad cock with lube before slowly easing his 
fingers out of Joe's tight hole and then slowly sinking his rock-hard shaft in. "God.. so tight..." the bassist 
panted, holding still for a long moment, trying desperately to control the urge to plunge in and bury himself to 
the hilt. "Love you so much." 


‘Love you too," Joe murmured, then moaned as his boyfriend started to move. He wrapped his legs around 
Sav's waist in an effort to pull the smaller man closer still. The change in angle resulted in that spot getting 
rubbed with every movement Sav made and Joe gave a soft, keening cry, working his hand between them to 


stroke his own throbbing member. 


Sav moaned, feeling his balls starting to tighten and knowing he wasn't going to last long even with the condom 


on. He nudged his boyfriend's hand aside, wrapping his own slick fingers around Joe's shaft and stroking in time 


with his thrusts. "Feels so good," he gritted out. "So hot.. come for me, love.. so beautiful to watch...” 

"Sav... oh God, Sav.." Joe rocked up eagerly into his lover's thrusts, moaning once more when slick fingers 
encircled his cock. He felt the orgasm building and didn't even try to hold back. "So close... | can't.. ohh... oh God.. 
SAAAAVVVV!" he cried out as he spilled over the smaller man's hand. 

"Joel" Sav gave a strangled shout as the sudden tightening of his lover's passage tipped him over the edge. He 
strained forward as he erupted, half-collapsing onto Joe, who lifted a shaking hand to stroke his hair. "Thank 
you, love," he whispered. 

Joe smiled softly. "Thank you," he whispered in reply. "I love you." 

Sav raised his head with a sweet smile of his own. "I love you, too, Joe, so very much." He pulled back carefully 
and tossed the condom into the bin, then padded into the loo and wet down a towel, carrying it back out and 
cleaning them both up. 

Joe blushed. "You don't have to do that," he murmured. 

"I know," Sav said softly. "But you took care of me earlier, now it's my turn to take care of you." He tossed 
the towel in the direction of the sink, turned off the light, and slid back into bed with his lover. "Besides, | 
imagine you're a bit sore right now," he teased lightly. 

"Maybe a little," Joe said, blushing again. "But in a good way... and | look forward to getting sore again, too." 
Sav laughed softly. "Maybe we could, erm, trade sides tomorrow? Then we can both be sore together." 

Joe laughed as well. "That could be fun. See if | can wear you out as thoroughly as you've worn me out," he 
joked, pulling Sav into his arms and kissing him softly. "This is the best part of touring - getting to sleep with 
you in my arms whenever we're in a hotel for the night" 

"Yeah," Sav agreed, curling up with his head on Joe's shoulder. "That, and waking up still in your arms." 


Joe just purred and snuggled a little closer, leaning his head against Sav's. "G'night, love," he whispered. 


"G'night." 


